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ROSES AND RUE 

We wandered through the Garden of the World, my 
Heart and I, 
And saw therein an old man, bent and gray, 
Beside him danced a happy, carefree child with sun- 
kissed hair, 
The semblance of his youth of yesterday. 

" Grandfather, see the roses here, how crimson and 
how sweet, 
Let me go gather some to give to you?" 
" dye, gather them, my child, fair emblems they of 
youth and love, 
But mind ye well and pluck for me some rue." 

" Youth will not last, for soon come heartaches, 
child, and vain regrets, 

Youth's rosy dreams, they cannot all come true, 
Now is your time to kiss the crimson petals of a rose, 

With tear-dimmed eyes I reach for sprigs of rue." 
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PREFACE TO PRAYER 

Why bruise thy lovely wings, poor bird, 
Against the bars that hold thee here ? 

Without are snares, thy song unheard 
Among the many singing there. 

I pray thee sing to me, sweet bird! 

Why waste thy strength, O soul of mine, 
Beating against thy frail abode 

Of clay f Thou part of me divine, 
Make worthy, then, my little stay, 

And sing for me, O soul of mine! 
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LINES TO A CHILD 

O little white ship, with your sails full spread, 

The winds blow soft and free, 
And the sun dips down in the west, blood red,, 

To crimson the pulsing sea. 

Select, my captain, a brave, hardy crew. 

For you sail on a widening sea; 
On the wheel let your pilot's hand rest firm and ti 

As your word to your men must be. 

The master are you of this ship on the deep, 
Where the winds blow soft and free, 

And from out the Port of Dreams and Sleep, 
Sail home again, captain, to me. 

little white ship, with your sails full spread, 
When storm clouds darken Life's Sea, 

1 pray that your craft prove as safe as this bed 

And His bosom vour harbor be. 
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A TOAST AT YULETIDE 

Oh, come, fill the cup, clink a glass with me, 
Fling care to the winds, I've a toast for thee: 
So, ' Here's to a kiss 'neath the mistletoe, 
And here's to Dan Cupid, man's kindest foe! " 
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THE BUILDERS 

I watched a child build up a mighty (bit 
And station men in armor everywhere, 

While waves played wantonly within that port 
And leaped to kiss the stones like brave Corsair 

Who sights a treasure island, gleaming fair. 

The throbbing tide came in and washed to sea 
The fort, its men, all work of little hands: 

Sobbing, the child in tears crept close to me; 
" I too," I cried, " have builded on the sands, 

Have watched my dreams borne out to distant 
lands." 
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SUMMER LOVE SONG 

Go out in the world to him I love, 
Thou Song of my heart's own singing, 

And pause for a moment his window without, 
Then send thou my message aringing. 

Tell him, Song of my heart, that my soul is a thrill, 

As I eagerly wait for his coining; 
The lush grass is sweet and the roses bloom red, 

And the bees o'er white clover are humming. 

Haste, Song of my heart, nor yield to the winds 
The deep love which keeps my soul living, 

But hold it all close to whisper to him 
And die on his lips in the giving. 
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SEEDTIME 

The peach buds are a- butt in' 

Into pretty blossoms pink, 
An' the dogwood has come out, sir, 

'Bout as quick as you could wink. 

The birds are tunin' up now, 
An' the earth seems mighty good, 

All dressed fine like a weddin', 
With the blue skies for a hood. 

But I don't feel wuth killin', 

These here late April days, 
I set an' discuss the weather, 

Talk 'bout crops I 'spect to raise. 

Tho' the Lord knows this old fever 
That comes along in Spring 

Has surely caught the old man 
An' trimmed his workin' wing. 

The times I go out plowin*, 

I've a river bottom farm, 
I jes' watch the swallers flyin' 

An' shield my eyes, so, with my arm. 

An' the horses stand there, noddin', 
They don't seem to worry none 

'Cause the old man's took to dreamin', 
'Stead of gettin' his work all done. 
16 
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The river sings so happy, 

Where it"goes flowin' by, 
An' as I stand a- thinkin' 

There's a message in the sky. 

An' I seem to hear sweet voices, 

Callin' to me from above, 
With a message that we're needin', 

It's just plain, old-fashioned love. 

Why, there's love in all about us, 
Flowers, trees, and birds that sing, 

But love of man for neighbor 
Springtime's somehow failed to bring. 

Go out into God's own open, 

You needn't wait 'til June, 
Hear the blackbird's song aringin' 

It will set your heart in tune. 

Oh, the Lord knows what He's dotn' 
When He keeps me from my work, 

With a mean case of spring fever, 
For I ain't the one to shirk. 

He wants us all, my brother," 
To feel His love's warm beams, 

He knows it is His seedtime, 
When the old man sets an' dreams. 



i by Google 



BY THE HOUR GLASS 

As youth went dancing by upon her flowery way, 
She tossed a rose beside a wont old man who sat 
and dreamed; 
Its fragrance led him down the Road of Yesterday, 
While, elf-like, youth fled on and on to where To- 
morrow gleamed. 
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TO ONE ABSENT 

Good-night, dear heart, the tide is come in, 

And the sun dips down in the sea, 
The wild gulls cry to their mates on the crags, 

As I know that you call to me. 

Across the fathomless, foam-flecked deep, 
With its lights of sapphire and gold, 

Your white-winged ship comes breasting the waves, 
A wealth of love in her hold. 

For what care I for treasures of earth, 

For lands or for jewels so rare ? 
I only long for your lips on my brow, 

The touch of your hands on my hair. 

Good-night, my love, on the wind-swept deep, 

With its luring mystery, 
My heart will call and draw you home, 

Dear lord on the deep blue seal 
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THE PHANTOM 

Shadowy, wraith-like, she came to me 

Through all of my childhood yean, 
And at night when they told me the Sandman was 
there, 

She whispered to quiet my fears. 

She was not the phantom of dreams I had 

When I slept in my trundle bed, 
Nor the waking thought of a queer little child, 

For she laid her hands on my head. 

When my heart was burdened with little griefs, 

Back there in my childhood years, 
I went to her picture and sobbed out my pain 

While she kissed away, softly, my tears. 

O mother of mine, whom I never knew, 
Your Madonna face, sweet and fair, 

Leans over my baby's crib to-night. 
And he smiles as you watch him there. 
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DREAMS 

Dream, old man, your pipe in your hand, 

Dream in the firelight glow; 
Touch the lips and the forms you loved, 

Loved in the long ago. 

Come they at twilight, stealthily, slow, 

Out of the bygone years, 
Light as the moon-flower's breath their tread, 

Smiling at you through their tears. 

Phantoms are they, old man, of your youth, 

Youth with its roses red; 
Fragrance still clings to their petals torn, 

Bruised and withered and dead. 

Dream, old man, your pipe is out, 

Dream in the firelight glow; 
Faces you loved and lips you kissed 

Are dust of the long ago! 
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THANKSGIVING 

I give Thee thanks, O Lord, for fair, broad lands 
that westward lie, 

For strength of soil that does not from one season's 
yielding die, 

But doth thereby enrich itself to bring forth great 
increase, 

When golden days of harvest come again with white- 
browed Peace 

And healing touch of plenty in her hands. For love 
of friend, 

Of kindred, aye, for blessings manifold which Thou 
dost send, 

I give Thee thanks. 

Amen. 
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TO ONE RETURNING 

I watched you go and all the sunshine seemed to 
fade 
From out the far blue skies; 
You are my sun and from your love comes all my 
warmth — 
Without you daylight dies. 

The night came on and soon a mockbird's break- 
ing heart 

Found voice in plaintive song, 
And my heart echoed every sweet, sad note I heard, 

For winds to bear along 

And mayhap rouse you from a dreamless sleep to 
breathe 

The love I bear for you, 
The love that came to brighten, freshen all my life, 

Like rose leaves kissed by dew. 

And if the night were here, why night would seem 
the morn, 

The rosy mom so fair, 
For I hear music now that thrills my soul, dear lord, 

Your footstep on the stairl 
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ON CHRISTMAS NIGHT 

I feel, dear Lord, at peace with all the earth, 
A new, unwonted stillness fills my life; 

Contentment sits and basks upon my hearth, 
Realities and dreams, no more at strife, 

Are one in unity, since love supreme 

Doth shed far down my path its radiant gleam. 

No strange unrest doth hold my heart in thrall 
Since I came home from that far land of dreams, 

Beckoned by tiny hands, lured by a call 
From lips through which Thou breathed. Thy 
glory seems 

Within his eyes. Ah, who am I so blest, 

That Thou shouldst lay His head upon my breast ? 
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AT THE CROSS ROADS 

We have fared together, O brother of mine, 

Through the shade and the shine of the King's 
Highway, 

We have feasted together on joys divine, 
Yet now we have come to the cross roads to-day. 

Alone I turn to life's battlefield, 

Where the bugle's call rings loud and clear, 
No word of farewell, for your lips are sealed, 

As smiling you rest on a flowery bier. 

Will you dream, O brother of mine, as you sleep, 
Of the glad swift hours in our youth's heyday f 

Will you send me a message afar o'er the deep, 
To where roses blow red on the King's Highway ? 

I shall miss the touch of your hand, well known, 
And the glance of your eye that was friendship's 
sign, 

You over the stream and I here alone, 
Dream of me, dream, O brother of mine! 
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IN THE POT O' GOLD 

Sleep, little baby, thy father has gone 
Away to the beautiful land of the Dawn, 
To find there a blanket that's soft for you, 
A blanket that's warm and fleecy and blue. 

And maybe, who knows, he will buy up there 
A bit of a lovely rainbow rare, 
So mother can fashion a dress for you 
And trim it all up in drops of dew. 

And as he comes home down the Rainbow Way, 
He will look in the pot of gold, where they say 
Is the place in whichangels breathe beautiful dreams 
And wrap them up close in pale moonbeams. 

Sleep, little baby, to mother's low song, 

For father will soon be coming along 

With one of those wonderful dreams to come true, 

Which the angels have made and are sending to you. 
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HOPE 

O heart of mine, grieve not; the years will go by, 
They will soothe all thy woe, they will e'en hush thy 

cry; 
If the autumn brings sadness and quick tears flow, 
The winter must pass, and June roses will blow. 
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MY HEART AND I 

Ah, we were sad, my heart and I, 
A gray mist hung twixt the earth and sky; 
The dying embers of hopes long dead 
Flared up to scorch us e'en as they fed 
On the wreck of desire, of faith, of truth, 
Poor remnants we held of our passing youth. 

We had tried to sing, my heart and I, 
To the grim old world, but it passed us by 
With a show of mirth and a rollicking song 
And laughed at our tears as it went along, 
Kissing its hand with a vagrant's air, 
Bidding us out if we did but dare. 

But we stayed at home, my heart and I, 
With sometimes the fall of a tear or a sigh, 
When lo, one paused as he went along, 
So turned aside from the busy throng, 
And hearing our song, he chose to stay 
And dwell with us for aye and a day. 

So at last we are anchored, my heart and I, 

A rose wreath hangs twixt the earth and sky. 

E'en the old world pauses to hear us sing 

And out of its bounty it yields to our king, 

But its praise and its wealth that we once were 

denied 
Are as nothing, we find, with love by our side. 

28 
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DUTY 

I dreamed a dream and the dream was fair 

As a dream could ever be, 
And I said to my heart, " All things will I dare 

To make real that dream for me." 

But I turned aside from that dream so fair 

A simple task to do, 
Which the Master appointed and set for my care, 

A homely task, it is true, 

Yet when it was o'er and I knew 'twas well done, 

That task which the Master had set, 
I thought of the dream that might have been won, 

And thinking, my eyes were wet. 

Then suddenly flaming, behold it was there, 

A beautiful thing to see, 
And the dream I had hungered for, thought was so 
fair, 

The Master made real for me. 
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THE FIRST LESSON 

Dear little girl, with the tear-stained face, 
There's an ache in your heart to-day, 

For somebody broke the doll you love best 
And hid her from sight away. 

You found her out there by the garden gate, 

As you danced in your childish joy, 
And the sunshine grew dark to your tear-dimmed 
eyes 

As you picked up your broken toy. 

You are clasping the doll to your aching breast, 

It's your first great lesson, dear, 
Though roses oflife be many and red 

In the heart of each lies a tear. 
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MY JEAN 

It is Spring in the heart of the world, my Jean, 

And Spring in my heart so true, 
And life seems a wonderful thing made of joy, 

For I wait to keep tryst with you. 

I watch for you at the long lane's turn, 
With a full-blown rose in my breast, 

Whose petals are fragrant and deep and red 
Like an evening sky in the West. 

The moon rides high in her silver sheen, 

And there gleams a single star 
That is bright and clear, but ah, so cold, 

So cold and so very far. 

While you, my Jean, have lips that are warm, 

And I wait with my soul athrill 
To drink and drink at the fountain of love 

That in giving, itself doth fill. 

It is Spring in the heart of the world, my Jean, 

And Spring in my heart so true, 
And Heaven in love seems to smile on me 

Where I wait to keep tryst with you. 
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WHY SCORNEST THOU 

O Life, why scomest thou to give 
One crumb from off thy banquet board ? 

Thou castest meat to howling dogs, 

Dost see these whitened bones, my hoard f 

O Love, why holdest thou from me 
The gift these others know and feel, 

The master right to have my shrine 
And make it fair where I may kneel ? 

O Death, thou standest far from one 
Who fears not things ordained to be, 

Come, break the chrysalis, unloose 
My fettered soul — it longs for thee. 
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PROMISE 

A star gleamed down upon the bosom of the deep, 
And waked the throbbing sea from restless sleep, 
It looked and loved the light that shone so white 

afar, 
When lo, within its breast, there glowed the star. 
But silver clouds soon softly veiled the light above, 
The star was gone despite the sea's great love; 
Then clouds passed by, for shadows ever flee, 
And lo, the star again dwelt in the sea. 

One day, dear love, thy face smiled down into my 

heart 
And pulsed my blood in every vital part; 
I drew thee to me then and knew thou wert mine 

God given, man ne'er was meant to live alone. 
Yet now they come to say thou'rt lost to me; ah no, 
For though I sorrow here, and tears must flow, 
I know thou waitest, dear, beyond a shrouded door, 
And clouds will lift and I shall see thy face once 
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DE LAWD KNOWS 

Dat possum's in de ovan 

Aroastin' good an' brown, 
Wid dem fine sweet taters, 

Rastus, dat you foun', 
Foun' 'em up to Missy's, 

Wen she wam't dar, 
Good ting dat you got off, 

Efn she fin' hide er har, 
She sholy would hev whupped you, 

Lil' rapscallyon chile, 
Yo nuthin' but a sneak thief, 

Lan' sakes, how kin you smile? 
Ne'er min', you're mammy's baby, 

Dat possum's nice an' brown, 
An' de good Lawd knows, an' I knows, 

Dem taters you jes' foun'. 
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MARCH 

Oh, the wind is in our faces with the breath of 
growing things, 
The daffodils and sweet shrubs and fragrant 
lilac sprays, 
And the budding branches shelter tittle songsters 
with bright wings 
For March is dancing o'er the earth in all her 
glad, wild ways. 
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THE VOICE OF LOVE 

A dim, religious light through stained glass doth 
flow 

Upon our heads, low bowed before the holy shrine, 
Where censors sway and white-lipped lilies shine and 
glow; 

Mother of Christ, 
We kiss the Cross, we break the bread and sip the 
wine. 

Yet sin we less than those who took His life away ? 

For lo, just out the Temple Gates, the children die, 
Their faces wan and pinched, poor homeless waifs 
are they; 

Mother of Christ, 
Neglecting these, Thy Son we daily crucify. 

" As ye did not to these," it rings through all the 
land, 
His voice in love of them and some as yet unborn, 
" Ye did it not to me." Stretch forth a willing 
hand, 

Brother of Christ, 
So hear the children sing, " For us 'tis Resurrec- 
tion Morn! " 
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THE BRIDGE OF TEARS 

Just down at the border of Twilight Land 
Flows a river both wide and deep, 

And the farther shore with its pure, white sand 
Is the place where realities sleep. 

A wish is the password and off we go 
Through waters that rippling play, 

While winds that are soft and caressing blow 
Like the breath of a summer's day. 

The boatman calls as we near the shore, 
" Come, spirits, come and receive, 

And on these hearts the ointment pour 
Of your Land of Make Believe." 

Soft is the light of that mystic place, 
Warm glow out hearts with love, 

There waits for each a welcoming face 
While blue skies smile from above. 

Yet some for their wisdom of earth would go 

Back to the twilight shore, 
But the boatman laughs and tells them no, 

Then pulls with his mighty oar. 

So they build a way and they build with care, 
Though it takes them weary years, 

And they who cross from that dreamland fair 
Oft find it a Bridge of Tears, 

37 
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DESERT LOVE SONG 

Across the desert I ride to thee, 

Gallop on, my Arab, on, on, 
For then we may rest in IsfradeFs tent 

By the first opal tints of the dawn. 

On love's white pinions my heart doth fly, 
Go swiftly, good steed, I pray, 

The night is far spent, the dawn is at hand, 
Softly rocked in the cradle of day. 

Aye, wearied and worn, I long for rest, 

Fly swiftly as winged dove, 
For hope and joy await me there 

On the lips of the woman I love. 
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JUNE 

Oh, it's heart time and youth time and all the world 

is young, 
And the poppies and the roses crimson splendor far 

have flung, 
While the winds amid the clover sing a song of 

olden fame 
And then blow away and leave them, faces white 

from nameless shame, 
But the red ones, bold with passion, higher lift their 

burning lips, 
And a busy rover woos them and their sweetness 

softly sips, 

For it's June. 

Oh, it's love time and song time and all the birds are 

here, 
And their music flows in ripples and in waves upon 

the ear, 
With the gladness of the morning and the sunshine 

of the skies, 
And they cherish all their nestlings until each one 

outward flies 
Far away to find a mate and to love her well, I know, 
As I love you, my Eileen, though you're frost and 

ice and snow, 

E'en in June. 
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Oh, it's heart time and tove time and all the world is 
young, 

And the bells of youth for each of us have once again 
been rung; 

Let us go out in the meadows, with the children glad 
and gay, 

There to see the earth aglitter with bright dew- 
drops all the way, 

And to swing and kiss our partners as we dance 
upon the green, 

For alt is fair in war, they say, and fair in love, 
Eileen, 

And it's June. 
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FUTURITY 

O little maid, thou canst not sec 

Within that portal God doth stand before; 
Closed fast, He knows 'tis best for thee, 

Lest peering in, thou stum blest at the door. 
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TO MY MOTHER 

Night seems dark and long, dear mother, 

Come and sit beside my bed, 
Whisper softly words of comfort, 

Lay your hands upon my head 
As you did in years long vanished, 

When I was a little boy, 
When my heart knew not a sorrow 

And Life's gold held no alloy. 

Oh, the night seems dark and Lonely 

Since you passed from out my sight; 
Come from yon far realms of heaven, 

Come and quiet me to-night. 
As you did in years long vanished 

Softly sing to me just now, 
Let me feel your spirit near me 

And your lips upon my browl 
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AVE MARIA 

Ave Maria, the night comes on, 
Guard him I love until the dawn; 
Each life, I know, must have its pain, 
But let him suffer not in vain; 
For every good deed he has done 
Thrice send thy favor, like the sun 
Warming and making glad his heart, 
Nor let thy mercy e'er depart; 
Ave Maria, the night comes on, 
Guard him I love until the dawn. 

Ave Maria, 'tis evening now, 

I pray thee, softly touch his brow 

And gently soothe him into sleep, 

Granting him dreams of joy so deep 

That he will wake to new desire 

And strength, through hope renew youth's fire; 

So let him toil past all despair 

To where thy Plains of Peace lie fair; 

Ave Maria, 'tis evening now, 

I pray thee, softly touch his brow. 
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THE BIG RED HOUSE 

A little boy came to live on our street, 
In the big red house, just over the way, 

So I washed my hands and clean and neat 
I went right over and asked him to play. 

We built a fort, a train-track too, 

And a gravity road that was long and wide, 
We first played trainmen, then soldiers true, 

And I wore his sword straight down by my side. 

But now a dark wagon is drawn up before 
The big red house just over the way, 

There are flowers pure white that hang on the door 
And people have come and gone all day. 

My mother says angels from heaven bent low, 
Then whispered to Paul and he answered to-day, 

And that is the reason they're crying so 
In the big red house just over the way. 
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SONG OF MY SOUL 

Tis a glad old world and a sad old world, 

Song of my Soul, sing for me, 
And raise up the fallen whose banner is furled, 

Help him fling its broad folds to the sea. 

Cheer him on to the heights that he dreamed of in 
youth, 
O Song of my Soul, cheer him on; 
Teach him night with its shadows and sorrow has 
fled, 
So lift up his head to the dawn. 

'Tis a glad old world and a sad old world, 

O Song of my Soul, be the key 
That unlocks for all men the gateway of dreams 

Where hope shines eternal for me. 
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TO A GUIDE 

What do you know of the world, old man, 
Shut in by these mountains cold and gray; 

You can find the haunts of the wild, wood things, 
And show us the pools where wanton trout play. 



Tis better for you, old man of the woods, 
That your knowledge is hedged by the tried and 

That your world is bounded by mountains and sky, 
Where you sleep with His hand on the pulse of 
you. 
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WHAT THE STORM MEANS 

Lil' pickininny, wid de deep brown eyes, 

Whut you heah in dem fur off skies? 
Big drum major aleadin' his ban', 

Keepin' time wid his wavin' han.' 

Whut makes de lightnin' go flashin* by, 
Astreakin' a way 'cross de cloudy sky ? 

It's sarvants whut wukt so faithful belo', 

Scratchin' matches to light de stars some mo'. 

Whut make de win' bio' loud an shrill 
Twill not a leaf on de tree am still ? 

'Taint nuthin' but de woman whut lives in de moon 
Asweepin' de heavens to de time ob dat tune. 

Whut fer make de rain come drappin' down 

Wettin' de streets ob dis ol' town f 
It's jes' de lil' angel chiles cryin' up dar, 

Atinkin' 'bout dey mammies whut's so lonesome 
down hyar. 
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IN A GARDEN 

A mock-bird woos a red, red rose, 

With heart of molten gold, 
And all night long his music flows 

In accents deep and bold. 

The red, red rose her petals close 

To all save drone of bee, 
And only when Morn's breath soft blows 

Unfolds, her love to sec. 

When morning flames, the mock-bird turns 

His breast athrob with pain, 
'Tis not for him the red rose yearns 

And opes her heart in vain. 

The wild bee, humming, draws her breath 

And lightly flies away, 
The mock-bird only grieves her death 

In melancholy lay. 
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'NEATH THE POPLARS 

The poplars sway to the wind's soft breath 

And the hill is green and fair, 
Yet, oh, my sweet ,'tis the place of death 

And you have lain sleeping there 

Only a day in the cycle of time, 

Though it seems Eternity, 
Since the joy of our love in those hours sublime 

Which will never come back to me. 

It is well to say that your soul is free 

From its bonds of earthly clay, 
But, ah, it is hard for me to see 

The end of Life's desolate way. 

The heart of me grieves and makes low moan 

At the thought that you tie asleep 
Out there on the hill 'neath the flowers, alone, 
v In a grave that is dark and deep. 

I cannot forget that the loved flesh of you 

Is lying out there at rest, 
And your hands that I kissed so tender, so true, 

Are folded at peace on your breast. 

At every note of the bird's sweet song, 

I feel that my heart will break, 
The years will seem empty, the years will seem long 

Though I try to see Heaven for your sake. 
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The poplars sway to the wind's soft breath 

And the hill is green and fair, 
Yet oh, my sweet, 'tis the place of death, 

And I fain would be sleeping there. 
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WHEN YOUTH IS DONE 

Fading away like mists in the sunshine, 
Trodden grass marking the path of your flight, 

Leaving me here 'mid the flowers' cloying fragrance, 
Leaving me here 'mid the shadows of night. 

Heavy the scent of roses assails me, 
See, there a moonbeam invites me to play, 

Stealthily, cautiously, ah, I would steal it, 
Breathing its life out ere dawning of day. 

Diamond the dew on the pale moonflower glistening, 
Soft the night song of the wind through the trees, 

Fairies are dancing at will on the greensward, 
Merry their roundelay borne on the breezel 

Sunshine shall fade all the blossoms that linger, 
Kiss the pale moonbeam, transform it to light, 

Wither the moonflower, hush the glad music, 
Dreams of my youth, I must bid ye goodnight. 
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SONG 

A bird swayed my lilac bush, stripped of each leaf, 

As he sang to a lowering sky, 
Yet he uttered no note of Winter, nor grief, 

But sang that the Springtime was nigh. 

The soul of me moans in its temple of clay, 

O Maker of man and of bird, 
Is it less, then, I wonder, or weaker to-day 

Than the giver of song that I heard ? 
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THANKSGIVING 

I thank the God who put me here, 
For mountain, field, and flowing strean 

For plenteous harvests, loved ones near, 
And heart of love that holds youth's dre 
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" O MARY, SWEET AND MILD" 

O Mary, sweet and mild, I pity them, 
The hopeless, barren women of all lands, 
Because their arms are empty and their hands 
Reach out to touch some baby's garment hem 
And reach in vain; each downy head a gem 
More precious than if set in golden strands, 
And tiny arms could hold them more than bands 
Of strongest steel. Yea, naught could stem 
The love long pent up in their aching hearts, 
Poor empty hearts that surely He will fill, 
Thy Son — whom thou didst bear with pain's keen 

darts 
Even as we bear ours. Cheer them until 
Each blessed barren finds the love-lit eyes 
Of some child waiting in His Paradise) 
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A REVERIE 

O myriad faces that come and go 

The while I gaze in the firelight glow, 

O footsteps heard but in memory's dim aisles, 

And voices stilled, save in afterwhiles. 

O faces that come in the flickering light 
And voices that call through the long, still night, 
The love that we mourn for, the scars that we bear, 
What cares the world or who heeds our despair ? 

dreamer of dreams in this dark vale of tears, 

1 bid thee look up, cast aside all thy fears, 

For thou shalt be ransomed by thy earthly sorrow, 
And God will smile down through thy tears on the 
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LULLABY 

Doan you worry, honey, 

Mammy's scttin' here, 
Shet yo' eyes, my HI' chile, 

Nothin' 'tall to fear; 
Mammy'U keep on rockin*, 

Singin' soT an' lo', 
Til de mornin' comes, chile, 

Smilin' at de do*. 
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DAWN 

It was night in my garden of roses, 

Silence and sadness were there, 
And my fingers were idly shattering 

A rose that once had been fair. 

I felt those parted, torn petals, 
And thought that my life was as bare 

As the stem from which fragrance had drifted, 
A fragrance so sweet and so rare) 

For my life had been shorn of all pleasure 

That day when you left me alone, 
And night in my heart's flower garden 

Was as dark as the rose garden's own. 

In the rose garden morning soon glimmered, 

Morning and sunshine so bright, 
And I found for each poor withered blossom 

A rosebud had waked in the night. 

Now you have come back and the shadows 
Have slipped far away and are gone, 

And each grief has given place to some gladness, 
In my heart's garden, dear, it is dawnl 
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APRIL 

With low laughter she comes o'er the glad, green 

earth, 
And she kisses the flowers from sleep with her mirth, 

Embodiment she of youth-time and love, 
Holding promise of summer from God's hand above. 
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A MATTER OF SEX 

A little bird perched on the bough of a tree, 
" Tu-wit, tu-woo, ah, I will be true," 

She sang as she shook the bough in mad glee, 
To her little brown mate sailing off toward the 
blue. 

But the little brown bird flew far away 
With never a care for her raptures of love, 

He was off to dwell in strange lands for a day 
'Neath the red, eastern sky, smiling, beckoning 
above. 

And so it is, dear, with you, and with me, 

I sit like the bird and in joy do I sing 
All the sweet, glorious raptures of love's ecstasy 

The while you are gone, like her mate, on the 
wing. 
The little brown bird, like you, would be true, 

And sit by his mate in the big apple tree, 
But he must go forth and try his wings, too. 

And find the broad lands that lie over the sea. 
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MY TREASURES 

I stood with sob-choked throat and watched them 
go, 

Those priceless treasures of my heart and brain, 
Great Love, white Hope, fair Trust, I loved them bo 

And yet they left me stricken dumb with pain. 
On, on and through the Valley of Despair 

And toward that stow and sluggish stream called 
Death 
The three did go. They never seemed so fair 

As when they heeded not my failing breath. 

Love faltered, then Hope paused and caught his 
hand, 

So they together turned and came to me, 
When lo, my heart like dying embers fanned 

Did flame with joy in sweetest ecstasy. 
It seemed that grand Te Deums filled the earth 

And thus renewed life's subtle witchery, 
Yet, ah, a nameless shadow mocked my mirth 

For Trust came nevermore to dwell with me. 
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A MEMORY 

To-day I found a faded rose within a book, 
Whose fragrance wafts me back to Life's glad 

Spring, 
And suddenly, my dear, you come again to me, 
Ah, what a wealth of memories you bring! 

The first time that I took you in my arms to breathe 
The love I long had cherished, dear, for you; 

My love returned that gleamed within your stead- 
fast eyes 
And warmth of lips like rose leaves washed in dew. 

Many a Spring has blossomed since that time, my 
dear, 
And yet a song or flower recalls your smile, 
Which shines across the long and broken-hearted 
years 
And makes me yearn for God's great Afterwhile. 
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THE MASSES 

Homeward they go at the close of day 
Women who toil for their daily bread, 

No sunshine for them, the skies dull gray, 
Their only thought as they wend their way 

Of empty mouths that wait to be fed. 

In ignorance, penury, sin, and woe, 

They must bear their children, and ah, no pen 
Can fitly tell how their tears oft flow 

For lack of the care that women should know, 
Yet mothers they are of a nation's men. 
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MY DREAM SHIP FAIR 

Up through the blue, o'er the encircling hills, 

Saileth a loved ship fair, 
Whose cargo is made of the dreams of my youth 

And whose only guide is my prayer. 

Proudly she sails o'er the hills away, 

Away through an azure sea, 
And the song of the winds as they blow by my ship 

Breathes a message of promise to me. 

O dream ship fair, sail far to-night, 

Up through the encircling blue, 
Have faith, O my heart, and my ship will find port, 

So that all of my dreams may come true. 
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THE LOST DREAM 

Far out in the west links a crimson sun 

With glory marking the dying day, 
So life and love both swiftly run 

While roses blow red on the King's Highway. 

In her turreted castle the good queen sings, 
Her white hands move on the harpsichord, 

When into her chamber a courtier brings 
A message to her from her honored lord. 

" The king is worn from his hunt," she reads, 
" And to-night in the game warden's lodge will 
bide " ; 

But the courtier saw how the queen's heart bleeds 
As she felt with the Christ a wound in her side. 

For well she remembers the daughter fair 
Of the man who plays host to the king that 
night, 
The girl's white throat and her golden hair, 
The charm of her youth and the king's great 
might. 

The blood flows fast in the warden's veins 
As he sees desire warm the king's cold eyes, 

And his body is racked with the torturing pains 
Of a mother who suckles a child as it dies, 

64 
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Love loyal to sovereign, he hears her low song, 
Then stops the sweet breath in the full, rounded 
throat 

Ere the hand of the king could offer her wrong, 
Ere the peasants should rise to his bugle's clear 



The king rides alone through the gathering gloom, 
Nor sees where his roses, once splendid and red, 

Pelted down in the dust lie in withered bloom, 
For his much loved dream has forever fled. 
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YESTERDAY 

The hour has come to part, old friend, 
The saddest hour I yet have known, 
But I, in passing, make no moan; 
He marks the time, He puts this end 

To yesterday 

Glad yesterday! 

For who am I to question Him ? 
I had your love, and Memory 
Must needs supply the lost to me, 
Yet now, old friend, my eyes are dim 

At thought of you, 

For love of you. 

The summer roses bloom, my friend, 
But soon will fade and pass away 
To come again when June holds sway; 
May He to us another June-time send 

Like yesterday, 

Our yesterday I 
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ACHIEVEMENT 

Men call me great and low in homage bow to me, 
Because I have achieved success, been forced to 

Have e'en been helped thereto by hand of Destiny; 

Yet would I give it all your face to see, 
To lay my lips on yours for just a breath of time. 
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AUTUMN 

Blur of red, like a battlefield, 

Splash of green and gold, 
Faint, far call of birds flying South, 

Hint of a love untold! 

Moan of wind through the leafless trees, 

Flame in the western sky, 
Housing of young 'gainst the North King's breath, 

Sound of the marsh-bird's cry! 

Whistle of quail through bare, brown fields. 

Drip of the falling rain, 
Peace, deep peace, to the heart that yields 

Hope in glad Summer again. 
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HARVEST DAYS 

The frost is on the com, Nanette, 

The clover fields are dead, 
And all the forest leaves have turned 

To brown and gold and red. 

My youth, like Summer, gone, Nanette, 

My dreams of yesterday, 
For Life holds only memories 

When one is old and gray. 

June-time will come again, Nanette, 

With flowers and melody, 
Red roses blossom sweet for you, 

For-get-me-nots for me. 
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A WISE LOVER 

I would give the world to kiss her, 
The happy, laughing elf, 

But that I know results, sir, 
Would be hard on myself. 

For if I ever kissed her 

My doom would then be sealed, 
To go on always kissing 

'Til Gabriel's trumpet pealed. 
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THE SECRET 

I watched you walk amid my flowers fair, 
And as you passed the buds burst forth in bloom, 
Each lifted up its chalice of perfume, 

For ah, my sweet, they would have held you there. 

You passed them by, nor gave them half a thought 
Until you came and stopped beside a rose, 
The fairest flower that in my garden blows, 

And there, just there, the miracle was wrought! 

I hastened swiftly to that rose, my dear, 
And begged of it your secret to unfold, 
I pulled its petals wide, for I was bold, 

And in its crimson heart I found a tear, 
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TO MY VALENTINE 

Miladi, I send you a basket of flowers, 

All fragrant and sweet as the breath of the May, 
Each blossom washed clean by the heaven-given 
showers, 

Each bearing a message of Love's holiday. 

Dear little winged loves play the game of the day, 
They laugh and they dance at their own merry 

win, 

And none may gainsay them, they will have their 
way, 
On this day their dreams of a year they fulfill. 

The king of the loves, Dan Cupid byname, 
Is feigning to sleep 'neath the rases I send; 

A gay little gentleman, worthy his fame, 
Miladi, be careful, pray, do not offend ! 

Said Cupid to me, " I am ready to fight 

And here, 'neath the flowers, I will find out your 
fate, 

And if lean win her, fly back with the night," 
Miladi dear, give him a chance to shoot straight I 
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THE TRYST 

Dead, you say? Ah, no, my friend, he is not dead, 
He dreams and would not have you shed a tear, 

But come, put blossoms of old France — blood 
red — 
Within his hands, and softly, lest he hear! 

I am not mad, but I am pledged to be his bride 
When pink arbutus trails the greening hills; 

Great God, let me keep troth and he the time will 
bide, 
To wed beneath the golden daffodils. 
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PRAYER 

I ask of Thee, dear Lord, not earthly wealth, 
Not gold, nor lands that stretch so broad and fair, 

But only dreams and love and hope and health, 
And for Thy heaven my soul, dear Lord, prepare! 
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THE BEGGAR 

Three ships were mine on the open sea, 
Sailing from foreign ports to me; 
One filled with gold, one, merchandise, 
And the third held dreams that had no price. 

But the sea grew rough, for the winds were high, 
And darkening storm clouds scurried by; 
So that two of my ships on the rocks were driven 
Yet a voyage safe to the third was given. 

White-winged she came o'er the sunlit sea 
And I laughed like a child in welcoming glee, 
For more than gold or merchandise 
Were the dreams she brought that had no price. 

Now the skies are blue and the air is sweet 
Wjth the fragrance of flowers that grow at my feet, 
And I sing as I travel the King's Highway 
Though the dust of the road is my gold to-day. 
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" WHAT PITY IS AKIN TO " 

The knock was insistent, I peeped and I saw 
The dear little god whose word is man's law. 
" Let me in, dearest girl, it is cold here," he cried; 
" Nay, nay," answered I, " the world, sir, is wide, 
And I fear you as guest when the night comes so 

dark, 
For your quiver is full and unerring your mark." 

Dan Cupid turned back with a sorrowful air, 
And my own heart sore smote me to think I should 

dare 
To refuse him the warmth of my home for awhile. 
Pity prompted, I opened the door with a smile, 
To watch him, and then from behind a tall tree, 
He laughingly shot in the poor heart of me. 
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REGRET 

In a little rose garden of long ago 
The ghosts of my dead loves walk, 

And with whispers low and footsteps slow 
I listen as they talk. 

Ah, dear, sweet dreams of the yester years, 

Why should you haunt me so ? 
With mocking fears and idle tears 

Why must I sorrow know ? 

I would drift in my boat on the sea of dreams 

Far out from this garden so fair, 
Where the sun with its beams on the ocean seems 

To brighten my dull despair. 
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THE MAGIC GLASS 

I am searching to-day through a world of grim facta 
For a dream that has gone far astray, 

Old Time, the stem Master, collects all his tax, 
Of his bounty he yields, then we pay. 

I am dreaming to-night o'er a glass of red wine, 
And I would that the hour might not pass, 

For her eyes and her lips and her soul meet mine 
At the rim of this clear, sparkling glass. 
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A POET 

Born January 22, 1788 

A poet's soul from heaven's gate 
Was sent to men; nor knew his fate 
Would be to sing in fiery song 
The earthly passions, vice, and wrong 
Of man to woman, man to man; 
To live his songs, and under ban 
Of all inhabitants of earth 
To crippled go, aye, e'en from birth. 

He seemed a demon born of fire, 
Early awake through great desire 
That he might shield his firstborn songs, 
Muse-breathed, of love and all the throngs, 
The happy vagaries of youth, 
Faint images of untried truth. 
Yet he in satire soon did find 
An outlet for his pent-up mind. 

The soul within its destined clay, 
Combative, struggled day by day 
'Gainst self and forces not controlled 
By human power; his birthright sold 
To sate his greed, thus spent his years 
And reaped men's wonder and the tears 
Of Guiccioli and Athens' maid, 
And other hearts he had dismayed. 

79 
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Destructive winds shrieked with their might 
A message on that fateful night; 
The poet's soul in mold of clay 
Imprisoned was, made to obey 
The law of God's creative power, 
Of woman bom, a bruised flower, 
Bruised through the stress of night wind's cry 
Where passions struggled, lived to die. 

Methinks the soul within its case 

Cried out against the message base 

The elements would have it sing, 

Stories oflust and death to bring, 

His soul in vain its bonds to burst 

Did crippled go, a thing accurst; 

But He who fashioned it, whose hand 

Doth hold the scales, must know and understand. 
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CHRISTMAS IN THE GOOD OLD SOUTH 

Doan you heah de niggahs dancin' an' aflingin' on 

de flo', 
Doan you heah ol' black Tom jcs' a sera pin' wid his 

bow, 
Doan you heah dcm pickininnies alaughin' at de 

show? 
Doan you heah dem foolish young uns awhisperin' 

by de do' ? 
Dey nevah mins de weather, ner how de win' do 

bio', 
An' white folks no time see de fun de niggahs all 

know 
At Christmas in de good ol' Souf. 

De young bucks jes* abowin* an* aholdin' out dey 
han', 

An* ol' black Tom acallin' loud, " Salute yo' part- 
ner, man, 

An' step up lively, two by two, be sprightly as you 

Now, Rastus, git anudder gat an' let alone Mis Fan'. 
Can't you see she doan wan't you, an' ain't you got 

no san' ? 
While dey all rinks ob dat sumfin dat's aroastin' 

in de pan 

At Christmas in de good ol' Souf. 

Oh, de cabin's full ob joyfulness, deys happy as 
can be, 
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Deys happier en any mockin' bird asingin' in de 

tree, 
Fer de cares an' burdens drap away an' leaves 'em 

all so free 
To go on laughin*, dancin', eatin', acrackin' jokes, 

lawzee — 
Dey nevah min's de weather ner how de win* do 

blow, 
An* white folks no time see de fun de niggahs all 

know 
At Christmas in de good ol* Souf. 
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MUTABILITY 

O lad and lass in lover-time, 
When faith and hope in riot run, 

When days are filled with thoughts sublime 
And nights but link the joys begunl 

O lad and lass in youth's heyday, 

'Mid tangled vine and flowering bloom, 

Through all thy years, love's gladsome lay 
Shall whisper faint as lost perfume. 

O lad and lass, 'mid orchard bloom, 
And all about buzz homing bees, 

No shadow there to cast a gloom 
But mocking-birds sing in the trees. 

Sadly they sing of faithless love 
As oftentimes they have sung before, 

Of hopeless passions they watched above 
And fruitless blossoms of days of yore. 
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NEVER AGAIN 

Never again shall we two, singing, 

Go happily down life's way, 
Never again our love notes bringing 

To sweeten life's glad May. 

O heart of my heart, I am weary, 
Love meant so much, you see, 

That could I find joy 'twould be dreary 
Unless you could share it with me. 

What matter the praise of the world, dear, 
What of the wreath on my brow I 

All, all would I give for your touch, dear, 
Which fate has denied me now. 

And yet for your sake I go singing, 
A brave and a glad, happy song, 

And joy bells again will be ringing 
For life is not oveiiong. 
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MY LENTEN MAID 

All clothed in somber gray she goes, 
Bereft of former furbelows; 
With eyes downcast, like pensive queen, 
She walks unseeing, not unseen, 
For, Lenten maid, your cruel art 
Has all but broken my poor heart. 

Where are the chains that erstwhile gleamed 
About your throat i I little dreamed 
That you'd forsake the glittering throng 
For lifeless thing of beads; your song 
And aspect, too, of penance, dear, 
Will balance sin, you need not fear. 

'Neath purple violets on your breast, 
I would you felt my vague unrest. 
To church I follow you each day 
And as you kneel and bow to pray, 
I, too, kneel, dear. If you but knew 
How near to heaven I reach through you I 

Faith, love, and charity you sing, 
But give me love, dear girl, and fling 
The otherH far. If love I own 
Twill open up like rose full blown 
To show a wondrous heart of gold 
In which it does all virtues fold. 

85 
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Dear Lenten maid, in garb of gray, 
Come, set the world in tune to-day, 
Ah, let's go back to furbelows, 
To high-heeled pumps and silken hose, 
To laces, ribbons, dimples, too, 
This Lenten maid, she is not — you I 
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DREAM OF MY HEART 

You have vanished, O Dream that I held in my 
heart, 

Over the hills and away, 
Although I nourished and pressed you close 

You would not or could not stay. 

You have vanished, O Dream that I held in my 
heart, 

Like a strange, sweet melody, 
That I heard one time at the twilight hour 

And which never came back to me. 

You have vanished, O Dream that I held in my 
heart, 

And your loss is my bitter pain, 
Yet flowers bloom forth not by sunshine alone 

But with soft and life-giving rain. 

Thus my life shall blossom by laughter and tears, 

To grow wide and deep as the sea, 
Although you, little Dream that I held in my heart, 

Will never come back to me. 
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DEATH 

I stood and looked at one I loved to-day, 

The sweet white brow was calm from needed rest; 

A purple crucifix lay on his breast, 

For some priest hoped to help him on his way. 

Light through the shutters fell in one long ray, 

Golden and red it came from out the west, 

Like arm of priest when one soul has confessed 

E'en as it goes, the Great Call to obey. 

Just judgment needs must send him into fields 

Where daisies nod and red-lipped roses bloom, 

Where all the air is vibrant with the peals 

Of children's laughter out in God's playroom; 

This, this would be his heaven, he loved them so, 

The birds, the children, and the flowers that blowl 
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THE FIRST DAY AT SCHOOL 

My dear little lad with soft eyes of blue 

Has marched so bravely away, 
With never a faltering, backward glance, 

He is gone for the whole, long day. 

His satchel was grasped in his little hand, 

He doffed his cap to me, 
And my eyes grew dim as I watched him go, 

A schoolboy's world to see. 

Over the hill to the red schoolhouse, 

In fancy I follow him still, 
And see the dear little, scarred little desks 

Where he strives his mind to fill. 

He will open his wee, wicker basket at noon 

To find I have packed with care 
A gingerbread man, with eyes of spice, 

Standing guard o'er a cinnamon bear. 

I can miss through the house as I work to-day 

His dear little merry song, 
And lift my heart with a mother's prayer, 

" O Father, keep him from wrong." 

My baby is gone and can come no more, 
For a schoolboy stands in his place, 

Who at twilight will steal with his childish woes 
To hide in the old embrace. 
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ACKNOWLEDGMENT 

Eveiy full blown rose its heart of gold 
Gladly lifts and yields unto the sun, 

So the heart of me, I, too, unfold, 
See what you have sought, dear lord, and wonl 
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THE HOUR OF TRIUMPH 

Leave me not now, when safely past the vale 
Of shadows, where the great stars dim and pale 
Before the rosy splendor of the dawn, 
And day doth gather forces to march on 
And pass one milestone toward that mighty sea 
Which Thou art pleased to call Eternity. 

But do Thou go with me upon those heights 
Which even now, by stress of sleepless nights 
I dimly may discern through blur of tears, 
My dreams come true, of long and weary years. 
Stay Thou close by, hear Thou my faintest call, 
Lest I shall stumble, Lord, lest I shall fall! 
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JUNE 

I hear the sensuous, slumbrous Bound of humming 
bed 

Where fields are white with fragrant clover bloom, 
Music of birds that sing in fruitful trees 

And children's laughter out in God's playroom; 
I know Youth dances there to Love's own tune, 
And in my heart I sigh for my lost days — in June. 
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A TOAST 

Come, lift up your glasses and drink with me, boys; 
I give you glad youth with its unbroken joys; 
The time before knowledge of heartaches and tears. 
When friends, so you thought, would be true through 

the years; 
The brotherhood planned with our first drinking 

song, 
Illusion that no man would offer us wrong; 
Quaff deep of this red wine that sparkles and gleams 
And toast once again the girl of your dreams, 
Aye, lift up your glasses and drink with me, boys, 
I give you glad youth with its unbroken joyst 
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THE BERRY GATHERER 

O nut brown maid, on russet hill, 
Nature doth form a background still, 
And wondrous hued for all thy grace, 
Thy sun-kissed hair and dimpled face, 
Lips red as thy own berries' stain, 
And eyes like flowers washed in rain, 
Within their depths a lurking dream 
And I, who watch thee, catch its gleam. 

O nut brown maid, on russet hill, 
My dreams of beauty thou dost nil. 
Thy supple strength and wind-blown hair 
Do make a picture more than fair; 
Ah, never heed the world's great cry, 
But let it laugh and pass thee by, 
Thou knowest more of God than we 
Who tread the earth and ride the sea. 
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LOVE 

It came like wind through rustling leaves, 
As lightly as a maiden's breath, 

Her bodice sea rely stirring; 

Yet deep as groans of one who grieves 
Because he has been robbed by death 

When death for him meant saving. 

It passed like faces in a dream 
To one who sits alone and thinks 

Before a camp fire dying, 
And sees the heavens, with stars agleam, 
Imprisoned souk. His firelight sinks 

The while, for day is dawning. 
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DOWN THE LILAC-BORDERED PATH 

My sweetheart, come, I wait for you at our old 
trysting place 
Where all the air is fragrant with the flowers' rare 
perfume; 
Ah, how I watch and strain my eyes to see you come 
tome, 
Adown the lilac- bordered path of drifting purple 
bloom. 

My sweetheart, come, the very soul of me is thrill- 
ing through 
With rapture as the songs of nightingales from 
out the gloom 
Trill loud and clear and tell of love; my sweetheart, 
come to me 
Adown the lilac-bordered path of fragrant purple 
bloom. 

The stars peep out and over earth the silver moon- 
beams play 
As if they would all pain and sorrow in the world 
entomb. 
While I wait here at our old trysting place, my 
sweetheart, come, 
Adown the lilac- bordered path of fragrant purple 
bloom. 
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To one who would not drink with me 

Your face, dear girl, I long to see, 

Your eyes of deepest blue, 
And though you would not drink with me, 

I drink, my dear, to you. 

May your path be strewn with flowers rare, 
Bright with the sun's warm beams. 

May life be sweet, and very fair 
With never-ending dreams! 
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LIL' CHILE O' MINE 

Now hush yo' cryin', chile o* mine, 
An' shet dem eyes so big an' black, 
De san* man's peekin' tru de crack 

Of dat ar do', 

An' he ain' blin', 

Lil' chile o' mine. 

De san'man's lookin* fo' to fin' 
Some baby jist lak mammy's chile, 
To tote him off fo' mos' a mile 

Right tru dat do' f 

An' he ain' kin', 

Lil' chile o' mine. 

His eyes am green, lak melon rine, 
So hug me close an' mammy'll fol' 
You up right tight, de win's bio' col' 

Outside de do'; 

Doan cry, he's gwine, 

Lil' chile o' mine. 
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AN EASTER PRAYER 

Dear Crucified, I humbly kneel to pray 
That Thou wilt send Thy blessing down on me; 

That sin from my poor heart be purged to-day, 
And I be taught faith, love, and charity. 
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SONG AT EASTER 

Wake, wake, little son of mine, wake now, I pray, 
The Easter bells ring sweet and clear; 

The children are singing the glory of God, 
And the angels are bending to hear. 

There is love in the world, such wonderful love, 

Enough for all men and to spare; 
A spirit of peace walks forth in the land, 

And every heart utters some prayer. 

Each flower cup is lifting its face to the sun, 
And the air with their fragrance is sweet 

In memory of Htm who smoothed the rough road 
And made it all soft for your feet. 

Wake, wake, little son of mine, wake now, I say, 

The Easter bells joyously ring; 
And the dear Christ is holding His nail-bruised 
hands 

To bless little children who sing. 
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THE KING OF THE JEWS 

" Come, see the place where the Lord lay " 

From Gethsemane's Garden they led Him away, 
The loved Christ, whom we honor this fair Easter 

day; 
When He asked whom they sought, straightway 

said, " I am He." 
Were they soul blind to take Him nor God in Him 

see? 
Ah, the sting of betrayal with kiss of His own, 
As He turned from disciples, forsaken, alone. 

Far eastward there gleamed the first hint of the 

dawn, 
And He stood to be judged as the day was come on, 
He, the Cassar of Czsars, yet hear the Jews cry, 
" We will none of this man! Crucify, crucify I " 
Then they robed Him in purple, with thorns was He 

crowned, 
Although Pilate in fear cried, " No fault have I 

found." 
The sweet breath of the Springtime in love kissed 

His brow, 
For the Father well knew how His heart low did 

bow 
With the cruelty of death and the burden of years, 
Yet He turned to His loved ones who watched 

through their tears: 
" Women, weep not for me, but for children who cry, 
These things in a green tree, so what in the dry ? " 
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Look, see ye the veil of the temple is rent, 

The rocks e'en are moved, the trees broken and 

bent, 
While on Calvary's brow hangs the figure of Christ, 
For the men of alt ages was He sacrificed; 
There the moans of those sorrowing Palestine fills 
As night spreads her wings o'er Jerusalem's hills. 

Wafted down through the years on the lily's white 

bloom 
Is the jay of that Easter before the Christ's tomb; 
For He rose from the dead and from death took the 

sting 
While the heavens were filled with the songs angels 

sing: 
" Gloria in ExceUis, why, women, feel fear, 
But come, see ye the place, for the Lord hath lain 

here." 
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JUNE 

O June, with your blossoms of crimson and gold, 
And your lingering days with their hint of Love's 
truth — 
Not only the young does your magic enfold 

But you bring to the aged long dreams of lost 
youth. 
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AT TWILIGHT 
When the Evening Lamps are Lit 

Far across a peaceful valley fair, 

And hard beside a hill, 
Is a big old rambling country house, 

And I can see it still, 

As in the years long gone, my dear, 

When I, a barefoot boy, 
Played round the sunshine-flooded door 

And laughed in childish joy. 

A trumpet vine climbed o'er the porch, 
Where the mocking-birds would sing; 

And mother kissed us all good by 
At the village school bell's ring. 

In our lunch we found wee, frosted cakes, 

And jelly and gingerbread, 
And always in one particular place 

Was an apple, big and red. 

I remember I gave the best of my things 
To the prettiest one of the girls, 

She was little and fair, like an elfin maid, 
With a head of sunny curls. 

I sometimes sit at the twilight hour 

And watch my children play, 
And in them see the friends I loved 

In the School of Yesterday. 
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There was always a lamp that burned at night. 
And the shade was rolled high as could be, 

That the light might shine on the dusty road 
To brighten the way for me. 

Far across a peaceful valley fair, 

And hard beside a hill, 
Is the grave where we buried my mother dear, 

And my heart is buried until 

The day that the veil is rent for me 

Between the Past and Now, 
And I pray the Great Judge wilt then look and see 

The stamp of her kiss on my brow. 
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FAITH 

Sorrow, O brother of mine, is ours, 

And travail of soul to-day, 
But light will break through the clouds and flowers 

And laughter be bom with the May. 
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COMMUNION 

A change came o'er the spirit of the day, 
Subtle and indefinable, as if God's hand 
Withdrew the winds that fiercely swept the land, 
And in the after-hush men knelt to pray. 

A strange and brooding silence slept o'er all, 
Pregnant with new desire that needs must burst 
Upon a world all sin-worn and accurst, 
To teach it love through Christ's great human call, 

It was the hour when inland swept the tide, 

And lo, the western sky flamed forth with myriad 

beams, 
As rosy as a poet's cherished dreams, 
Then was I one with it — and glorified! 
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IN RED AND BLUE 

Two little lads at play one day, 
Both bent on sailing their ships away, 
Two little ships with sails full spread, 
And painted fair, all blue and red. 

Softly they float o'er the sunlit lake, 
Little bare legs wade in their wake, 
The captains steer with lordly sway, 
But alas, their sailboats drift away. 

The deepening water bars the way, 
The captains' hearts are filled with dismay, 
Then out of the water they scramble in glee, 
For their ships are held on the roots of a tree. 

In haste they pull their vessels on land, 
Each little tin sailor stands straight with his hand 
In salute to his captain. Ah me, they are true, 
Those little tin sailors in red and blue! 
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QUESTION 

In Melon Time 

Say, stranger, ever been to Tennessee 
When bird songs fill the air with melody, 

In melon time ? 
The vines ahangin' thick with fruit so fine, 
Their meat as sweet and mellow as old wine 

At New Year's time ? 

You see the melons sparklin' in the dew 
And seemin', sir, to jes' smile up at you 

In melon time. 
You lay one in the spring all through the day, 
And goin' home, you happen that'a way 

At supper time. 

The watermelon's awful red and sweet, 
I tell you what, it's mighty hard to beat 

At any time. 
If you would live as happy as can be, 
Then, sir, you jes' come on to Tennessee 

In melon time. 
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REPLY 

In Melon Time 

Old fellow, yes, I've been to Tennessee 
When birds songs fill the air with melody, 

In melon time, 
But vines don't bear the fruit in any land 
That ours do here in Oklahoma sand, 

In melon time. 

We have the melons sparklin' in the dew 
And seemin', sir, to jes' set up to you 

In melon time, 
And then we cool ours, too, all through the day, 
And goin' home, we happen round that way 

At supper time. 

Here watermelons grow so red and sweet, 
I tell you what, you'll find 'em hard to beat 

In any clime. 
And if you doubt, old son of Tennessee, 
Then come to Oklahoma, sir, and see, 

In melon time. 
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WAITING 

Dear God of sunshine, shadow, joy, and tears, 
Let me past this dark valley look and see 

The solace Thou wilt give for empty years, 
Since Love withholds his brimming cup from me. 
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MEMORY 

Pride rule* our hearts, we weaker ones 

Oft smile to hide our tears; 
And though the way seems long and hard, 

We laugh and mock the years. 

He came again and touched my brow 

With love's rekindled spark; 
But, oh, that word he might have said 

When all my world was dark! 
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THANKSGIVING HYMN 

With humble heart I come to thee on this Thanks- 
giving Day 

To pray, O Lord, that Thou wilt give me words 
with which to say 

How grateful am I for Thy loving bounty and Thy 
grace, 

And for the myriad ways in which Thou'st made 
me see Thy face. 

Although my fields are barren now, with weeds and 
grass o'ergrown, 

And though a wintry wind sighs fitfully and makes 
low moan, 

I know those fields will yield once more a plenteous 
harvest store, 

That spring will come again, and lo, her wealth of 
breezes pour 

To wake and warm the earth. Whistle of quail 
and sparrow's chirp 

Give place to wondrous bird songs when the sum- 
mer shall usurp 

The icy realm of winter, and the dreamland of the 
spring. 

Thus with glad hope aflame within my heart, aloud 
I sing 

Thy praise, dear Lord. 

The pumpkins, ripened yellow, gleam upon the 
hillsides brown 
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Frosted by the breath of morning, rinsed with sun- 
shine Thou send'st down; 

Behold my barns and warehouse almost bursting 
with their store 

Of food for man and beast, until there's room for 
nothing more. 

But greater far than wealth of orchard or of fur- 
rowed field 

I hold my children, Lord, fair gifts of Thine, whose 
coming sealed 

My trust in Thee. Children of earth, yet fruits of 
love divine, 

And I must answer make for these loaned treasures, 
Lord, of Thine; 

Shield them, and if one wanders far from out Thy 
fold so blest, 

Seek him and find, e'en as that lamb Thou bore 
upon Thy breast. 

For all Thy tender mercies and Thy love, teach me 
to pray, 

And gladly yield from out my store on this Thanks- 
giving Day 

To Thee, dear Lord. 

Amen. 
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PROVIDENCE 

There is so much of joy in this fair world of ours, 
So much of love and courtesy and truth, 

That blessings seem to fall on us in showers 

And Life seems dreams come true — the dreams 
of youth. 

If there be tears and death and heartaches in 
between, 

Why, darkest nights but link the gold of days, 
And back of clouds God's face is seen 

In love, He watches us in all our ways. 

We are but little children, after all, 
Unmindful that He heals each bruised wing, 

He dries each tear and hears our faintest call, 
Yea, God is manifest in everything. 
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ALONE AT THE TRYSTING PLACE 

The birds ne'er seem to sing as sweet, 
The yean ne'er pass on flying feet, 

As they did long ago, my Sue, 
When you were here to smile or sigh, 
And I who knew your moods was by 

To laugh and then to cry with you. 

In waves the golden wheat bows low 
And with the grain the poppies blow 

In red, aye, papal splendor, too; 
While eastward gray mists lift and rise 
To melt into the opal skies 

Where now you smile at me, my Sue. 

Last night I wandered to the stile, 
Our trysting place, love's little while; 

Love's little while, in years how fewl 
A light breeze blew and touched my hair, 
So I did think your hand was there, 

As in the long lost years, my Sue. 
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ON ST. PATRICK'S DAY 

Green is the color I love the best 

Of all the colors I ever have seen, 
And it's dollars to doughnuts I'll wear a green vest, 

On St. Patrick's day, Mavourneen. 

For I am a son of the Emerald Isle, 
A rovin' son that's known to be mean, 

But I'll show a shamrock along with a smile, 
On St. Patrick's day, Mavourneen. 

I'll make me a toddy that's good and strong, 
When the Irish begin to dance and careen, 

And give 'm a toast and a rollicking song, 
On St. Patrick's day, Mavourneen. 
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INVOCATION 

winged Goddess of the night, descend to me 
And softly touch my eyelids with sweet sleep. 

1 am aweary and I fain would sink to rest 

And find no dreams but only slumber deep. 

For dreams come swiftly to me all the long days 
through, 
Yielding me only heartaches, bitter tears, 
And I am tired, so tired I would find dreamless 
sleep 
And comfort for the hopeless, endless years. 

Not hopeless — no — for God with just and gen- 
erous hand 

Doth weigh emotions, free and then intense, 
So will I bear my Cross, for He has placed it there, 

And well I know " pain hath its recompense." 



i by Google 



THE MADONNA 

Who knew the thoughts that surged through her 
bratn 

As she brought forth her firstborn son, 
The hope, new bom, with her every pain, 

Or her dreams of a world just begun ? 

The first weak cry that filled the stall 

Did she know would bring life, banish death ? 

That Jews would scorn Him nor hear His call, 
Though He blessed them with last-drawnbreath f 

Did the sting of Calvary pierce her heart 
As she stilled her Little One's fears ? 

Could she see then how His raiment they part, 
As she gazed at the Cross through her tears ? 

With gold and frankincense and myrrh 
Came the three wise shepherds of old; 

Nor saw they there the glory of her 

Whose arms did their Christ soft enfold. 

And lost was she in a rapture of love, 

Fairest woman by God so blessed, 
She thought not of praise that was hers above, 

But of lips that lay warm at her breast. 



i by Google 



THE OPTIMIST 

When the world goes wrong and clouds hang dark 

And the way is long and dreary, 
Remember the sun will come out after while 

And show you a rainbow, my dearie. 

If a friend proves false and faith grows weak, 

Pray be not sad nor teary, 
But dry your eyes, for where one friend fails 

There are others true blue, my dearie. 

Oh, the years are long and the goal seems far, 

And your feet are ofttimes weary, 
But there's ever a song in the world somewhere, 

If you listen and hear, my dearie. 
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THE GOAL 

Dear heart, when all the birds have sung their fare- 
well songs to me, 

And Life's last sunset banners flame and spread 
from sea to sea, 

While all the weary world waits breathlessly for 
needed rest, 

Will you sit here beside me, dear, my head upon 
your breast, 

My hands in yours ? So half awake, asleep, adrift 
in dreams 

Shall I go forth to meet Eternal Day. How near it 
seems J 
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APRIL 

Laughing she comes o'er the dew-drenched earth, 

Out of the rosy East, 
At her tread the blossoms, in travail of birth, 

Burst forth in a pagan's feast. 

Tangle of dogwood and violet's hue, 
The cherry blooms sifting like snow, 

While soft she caresses them, rosemary, rue, 
In a tangle of color they blow. 

Breath of her breath their fragrance exhales 
Through the days of her reign, all too few, 

Her heart yearns to linger, her smile faintly veils 
The tears in her eyes of deep blue. 
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FROM THE COUNTRY 

The winter months air passin' by, 

I guess I'll git to work 
An' open up that bottom land, 

It ain't no use to shirk. 
Now I've been settin' round a spell, 

Adoin' nothin' much, 
But readin' up on farmin' some 

An' tendin' stock an' such; 
So now I'll git to work an' plow, 

An' break my garden new, 
To plant some peas an' beans an' things, 

Then mend a fence or two. 
I tell you farmin' ain't no fun, 

You labor late an' soon, 
But you can git some comfort 'cause 

You dance to your own tunc. 
Then pretty soon the spring'll come, 

The young green plants shoot through 
This brown ol' earth that looks so hard, 

Jes' seem to smile at you; 
The blossoms come out on the trees 

An' slowlike sift an' fall, 
While meadow larks'll sing so sweet 

An' bobolinks'!! call; 
The river seems to hum a tune 

Where it goes flowin' by, 
An' I right often set an' dream 

Them long days 'bout July; 
We live a peaceful sort of life, 

We never have a keer, 
'Cause God seems awful close to us 

01' farmers, 'way out here. 
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OPPORTUNITY 

What song have I sung to the world to-day 
That will help and cheer some heart, sorrow 
bowed, 

That will point the way to better things, 
Prove the silver lining to some dark cloud f 

For every day sets its task to be done, 
For artist, for singer, for poet and priest, 

And God gives a chance for each one to do good 
With every new day that is born in the East. 
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LAMENT OF THE FOREST 

Music of poignant sorrow softly whispers here 

to-day 
As I stand listening quietly within a forest gray, 
The brown leaves lifted upward in the sudden gusts 

of wind 
But stretch their fingers yearningly as kind holds 

out to kind; 
In vain they leap to cover naked branches of the 

As child is drawn to mother in the sighing of a 
breeze. 

Cold barren branches tossing in a network 'gainst 

the sky, 
Loved mourning dead loved, lo, as one who must 

forever die 
And wake no more to sounds of mirth and joys of 

holiday, 
While sunset's flaming colors stream in red across 

the way; 
A voice from out the trees: " It was on one of us 

He died, 
In anguish now all bear the shame. Have mercy, 

Crucified I " 
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FAITH 

What is this life f At best a little span, 
O'er which our souls, by faith and trust, 

Reach out to grasp Him by the hand, 
The while our bodies, fragile, sink to dust. 

Then why these tears, O traveler ? 

Take thou thy apportioned joy and pain, 
Nor strive thy life to subtly alter, 

Nor pray thy God for sunshine and no rain, 

Thou hast had sorrow, thou wouldst die ? 

Nay, brother, 'neath the snows there be 
Fresh flowers that grow, though cold winds sigh, 

So Grief doth shield Life's bloom for thee. 

If friendships fail and hearts grow cold, 
And love withholds from youth's quick fire, 

Let not despair, but faith, thee close enfold, 
That e'en hereafter He may grant thy heart's 
desire. 

The thing thou seckest, Life or Love or Fame, 

By faith must come at last to thee; 
Thy dawning day, a whispered name, 

Then strange, sweet music drifting o'er the sea. 
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ROSES 

You bring me roses, dear, a mass of bloom, 

Sweet with your love for me; 
And now my room is fragrant with your thought, 
While all my grief and pain are changed to joy, 
So subtle is the miracle Love wrought. 

I press the petals from one rose's heart, 

To give it, dear, to you; 
Then kiss and fold the petals back to close 
With swift-winged prayer my love; may it be pure 
As breath of God within this fragrant rose! 
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FOLLOW THE HOUNDS 

Come forth, ye men; from your workshops steal 

To follow the hounds to-day, 
See the red coats flash in the open field, 

They are off to the hills away. 

Why do you drone for the lust of gold, 

To reap where ye have not sown ? 
Come out and find how the earth doth hold 

Plenty for all God's own. 

The sky is red at the birth of the sun. 

See the fields are bright with dew, 
And your race, after all, will soon have been run, 

Then what will gain profit you ? 

Come forth, ye men, from your sweat-shops dark, 

To go over the hills away; 
Join the hunters who bend to a wild glad bark 

And follow the hounds to-day. 
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SHADOWS 

Sitting alone in the firelight, 
Dreaming the old dreams, dear, 

Pondering on life when 'twas sweetest, 
And you and I had no fear, 

I remember the little brown lane, dear, 
Where together we often strolled, 

When I tried to tell of my love, dear, 
More than any heart could hold. 

You knew in your heart that I loved you 
With a love that would last alway, 

That would hold and fold and shield you, 
For love dies not in a day. 

I would not forget if I could, dear, 

And I could not if I would, 
For true love comes but once, dear, 

And I'll cherish my dream as I should. 

Yet when night creeps on with her shadows 
And the sun sinks low in the west, 

My thoughts reach out to you, dear, 
And my heart can know no rest. 

For you and yours I will pray, dear, 

Through all the lonely years, 
That your life may be full of joy, 

Nor know my bitter tears. 



That your life may be full of j 
Nor know my bitter tears. 



, dear, 
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AS MEN SOW 

What if your life be dreary, 

What if the way be long ? 
Lift up your face to the sunshine, 

Greet all the world with a song. 

Every heart holdeth tome burden, 
Its bitterness knoweth full well; 

But he who ii brave never falters, 
Nor a hint of his Borrow will tell. 

A smile or a word to the weary, 
So cheer a poor brother to-day 

Who would fain be done with the conflict, 
Who is ready to fall in the fray. 

But through fellow love on he will struggle 
Because of the faith that you give, 

He will strive to be what God intended, 
The best that is in him will live. 

So kindness for neighbor and stranger. 
You will find are good seeds being sown 

To bring forth a rich golden harvest 
That is lit for the Reaper to own. 
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THE POET MOTHER 

O Thou who dwellest far beyond the darkening 

skies, 
Who whispered through the winds that sweep, as 

swallow flies, 
O'er earth now pregnant with the fruitage of the 

spring, 
And all the hidden wealth the changing seasons 

bring, 
Grant me to touch Thy garment hem before I die, 
To worship in Thine altar's light, O Thou Most 

High! 

Yet, turning back from where Thy myriad candles 

flame, 
Let me forget not how the angels praise Thy name; 
And if my voice may never sing their song on earth, 
Teach me to breathe it, Lord, to one my own by 

birth, 
Use me as bearer of that message which shall be 
An heritage for him who cometh after me. 
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COURAGE 

High on the hilltops the bright sun is shining, 
Come with me, comrade, through shadows we 
climb, 

On, on to the goal of our highest endeavor, 
On to the heights that stretch fair and sublime. 

There was never a night but 'twas followed by 
morning, 
Never a gloom too dense for the light 
To pierce and to warm with its glad, beaming 
splendor, 
The bravely solved problems but show us our 
might. 

Then come with me, comrade, nor e'er let us falter, 
But shoulder to shoulder press onward to-day, 

And deem bitter heartaches we both are now feeling 
But broad stepping stones on Achievement's 
great way. 
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